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LIGHT my pipe
st the fitful

flure
Of low red em-
bers that wink
and blink,
And scttie myself
in my oush
foned chair
To stare at the
drowsy fire
and think—
To dream of &
Christmuos evo
gono by,
When hearts
had passion

und love was new,
#nd stars shone bright In youth's cloudless sky
And all life's visions were sweet and true.

JAlone in the fire-light—quite alone.
The clock tioks on with its olonr refrain,
4And bigh on the celling the shadows thrown
Olv::_l.!}:'ko the phantoms that haunt my

«Change and waver and fade, until
Bwift, sudden flames for & moment start,
And the room s bright with the solf-same thrill
That & 'irs the depths of my dreaming hoart,

Eow falr she was in the Christmas light
That swept out over the whirling snow,
JAs the aleighs drew near through the stormy
1]

nigh
To the friendly threshold and ruddy glow,
SVith smile of welcome and outstretohed hand,
The snow-flakes kisslng her soft brown halr,
@n the open door-woy I saw her stand,
And my heart kneeled down to her then and

there ever come to this life of mine
. A time when the burden of days and years

hall bide and shadow this dream divine

That was born in laughter and grew in toars?
“When I shall remember, no more, no more,

That Christmoas eve when our eyes first met,
JAnd I envied the snow finkes drifting o'er

Hor silky bralds where a rose wos set?

“We loved, yet the grief of parting came;
Maod jealousy broke love's charmed spelll
& know not now which was most to blame,
Her pride or mine; but it's just as well;
For we made 1t up and ure lovers still !
And I'm sitting here in the fire-light's glow
*Bince she stole upstairs with some toys, to fill
Three stockings, bung in & waiting row,
—Madeline 8, Bridges, in Judge.

THE GAME-KEEPER.

A Ohristmas Hstrangement and
Reconciliation.

[Written for This Paper.]
CHAPTER L
MAGNIFICENT
Christmas eve
ball was in

Colonel Van
Arman's. It was
-easy for the be-
| holder to accept
as genuine the
most extrav-
§ agant popu-
lar estimatos of
the Colonel’s
wealth, while
{ looking at the
- splendor of the
b sceno, Within
here was a ploture of light and luxury
that made the old feel young again to
#9e. The broad hallway with its polished
dloor was dotted here and there with
#ired dancers whose faves shone in the
glimmer cast by the pile of blazing oak
dogs on the hearth,

Colonel and Mrs. Van Arman, with
smiles chasing themselves over their
domely but genial features, stood
watohing the brilliant scene. The
«Colonel was a self-made man, and to-
wight he was happy. This, ha knew,
soc ial event

had ever been known in Arman-
wille. And, as he watched his dear and
only daughter, Mildred, gliding by in
d¢he embrace of her almost officially-
gocognized lover, young Eustace
Mordaunt, he felt certain that he was
¢he father of the handsomest girl in
¢he county. Most of us, too, would have
agreed with him. Mildred was one of
#those tiny, symmetrical beauties, with
wipe, coy lips, éyes the color of ripe
hagel-nuts and form that scemed to
thave been fashioned by fairies for the
#ole purpose of distracting the mascu-
Bine mind. Her face was as demure as
4 milkmaid's, but the glance she threw
wpwards into her partner's eyes st in-
sorvals constituted excellent evidence
@8 to the trend her affections had taken.
$o Colofiel and Mrs. Van Arman looked
«on and smiled and were satisfled.

As the waltz came to an end, the
@ilded clock on the mantle chimed

.+ ‘twslve. *Now Eustace,” cried Mildred,

‘“you must sing for ua.”

“Gladly will 1" responded the young
anan, his face flushed with love and en-
shosiasm, *I will sing you a Christ-
smas song. Colonel Van Arman, may .
heg you to have the lights trrned Jow?”

At s sign from the Colonel a couple of
dlunkeys sprang to the doorway and the
wslectric chandeliers were almost ex-

threw aside two portieres
t of the moon
through the win-

wosed to have bestowed her affections

Tall, steaight s an arrow, was he,
with stardy, well-knit limbs and a face
st once handsome and resolute. BSuch
& faoe a8 is worn by & man of iron will,
lines about the mouth
. #bat betokened s sunny, happy tempers-
ament His shapoly bead was

progress at

@ train st & little

panded as he commenced to sing, in &
ringing, resonant tenor, Adams' death-
less “Cantiquede Noel:"
“0), holy Night! The sturs are brigntly shining;
It 18 the night of the dear Saviour's birth!
Long lay the world in siu und error pining
i }::t hfp;um'm‘l. and the world know His
w
In ful joyous anothems raise we,
rmm o pure and glorious light,
Now hear the angol
O night divine! O night when Christ was born "
As the vorse ended the revellers stood
spellbound. Every one who has heard
that noble song knows its power. The
moonlight, streaming in, sorrounded
the athletic form of the singer with &
silver cloud. There were tears in Col-
onel Van Arman'seyes, and in his wite's
also, as Mordaunt went on:
“He it was who taught us to love one another;
His word {s law and His Gospel is Penoe,
Chains shall He break: thealave is our brother:
And at His name all oppression shall cease.”

And so on to the end. The climax of
the song, as written for a tenor, strikes
B flat, and Mordaunt took the note
superbly, as & Brignoli or Tamagno
might have done. Its beauty and the
sentiment of the exquisite hymn elec-
trified his bearers. There were many
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T WAS ALL FOR YOU,” HE ANSWERED,

there who bad heard him sing before,
but they whispered to one avother that
he had never sung as he had to-night.

*Oh, Eustace, how gloriously you
sang,” ejaculated Mildred, when she
caught him for a moment alone.

“It was all for you,” he answered,
passionately. ‘‘Meet me in half an
hour in the conservatory, in the corner
by the fountain. I bave something to
tell you, Mildred. I must--"

At that instant Colonel Van Arman
apposred. “Eustace, my boy,” he said,

with o sillk handkerchief that he res-
cued from the oapacious folds of his
vest for the purpose, *‘you sing better

and better every day.”
Half an hour after that Mordaunt was

stealing towards the conservatory. An-
other waltz was in progress and his ab-
sence from the ball-foom was not
noticed. He neared the appointed spot,
and started back, thunderstruck with
what he saw and heard.

Mildred half stood, half knelt on a
low seat by the fountsin. Her cheek
was pressed close against a wall of

flowers behind which, at opposite an-,

gles, Eustace knew there was another
nook, the precise counterpart of the ons
she occupied. She was speaking:

“My own, precious pet,” he heard her
murmur, in impassioned accents, “'my
darling old Tom! You know I love you,
but you really must be quiet and run
away now. For Eustace is coming, you
know, and he is going to tell me Ae
loves me, too. He must not see you, or
he would be jesloon.™

A bitter imprecation fell from the
young man's lips. He could not see
the other face hehind the flowers. He
stood irresolute for & moment, as
though in doubt whether to spring at
his unknown rival's throat, but the
next moment turned and with another
oath left the place.

CHAPTER IL

During the ensuing eighteen months
Mr. Eustace Mordaunt saw pretty much
all of Europe. Being possessed of a
small independence, for which he was
indebted to the timely decoase of a
maiden sunt, be had the means st his
disposal to gratity his whim for travel.
But continuous travel is bound to grow
stale after a certain time, especially if
one has a well-defined sorrow, that the
flight of months can not rob of its pig-
vancy, gnawing at his vitals; so it came
to pass that the young man, as he sat,
solltary, in his rooms at the Metropols
in London one gloomy October after
noon, found himself very much at a loss
where to go next. Of continuous tour-
ing he was heartily tired. A return to
Amerlea was not to be thought of. As
he glanced idly over the columns of the
Daily Telegraph, his eye lighted tpon &
certain advertisement. He threw him-
self back in his srm-chair, gazed dresm-
ily into the fire and saud, half sloud:
“Why not? It would be a novelty, any
way."”

The early afternoon of the following |

day found the American alighting from
station In
Kent He looked rather distinguished
in a long ulster, bustoned closely up to
bhis throat, and the station-master
touched his hat respectfully as the
stranger came forward and inguired the
way to the Marquis of Sansdowne’s.

“If you were expected at the mamor,
gir,” be sald, “‘there is sare to be a oar
riage here presently.”

“I'm not expected,” answered Eu-
stace, “and I'd much rather walk.”

He was informed as 0 the way, and

thrown ' started off st » swinging galt He cov

huskily, blowing his nose vigorously.

ered the four miles in less than an hour, |
and duly presented himself st the big,
gloomy pile of gray stone that was the
home of the Marquis. Theflunkey who
opened the door smirked as he admitted
the handsome visitor, and remarked:
“You 'ave made s mistolk, sir; this is
the servants’ hentrance.”

“1t was the servants' hentrance that I
wanted,” answored Eustace. *‘Please
to!l his lordship Ishould like to see
him at once.”

The man led the way to the big hall-
way, where big antlered heads looked
down from the walls, and guns and
fishing-rods hung on large racks. Pres-
ently the flunkey came and ushered the
visitor into the library, where sat the
Marquls.

Eustace had expected to see a grim
old man, stately of demeanor and
haughty in appearance. Instead of
that, there arose to meet him a young
man of thirty or thereabouts, clad in
shooting corduroys, with broad shoul-
ders and a frank, healthy, red face.

“I have called, your lordship,” an-
nounced Mordaunt, drawing off his
brick-colored kids, *to endeavor to se-
cure the position of assistant game-
::oper. which you advertised yester-

’.“

The Marquis stared. *“You what?”
sald he, eyeing his well-bred-looking
visitor from head to foot.

“Don't be astonished,” answered the
young man, carelessly, but with re-
speet. “It Is true I amn a gentleman,
as you evidently perceive, but I want
the place. I must have employment.
I am honest, healthy and will serve
you well. I know all about grouse and
pheasants, and think your lordship will
find my services valuable.”

After further conversation, which it
is unnecessary to repeat, the Marquis
rose, walked into the hall, took down a
couple of breech-loaders from a rack,
handed one to Eustace, and the two
walked down & pathway into the woods.
When they returned Eustace was carry-
ing four birds in » bag, and the two
looked as though they enjoyed each oth-
er's company.

The head keeper, an old man of near-
ly seventy, was a mere figure-head, and
the work fell mostly on Eustace and
the grooms, of whom there were sev-
eral. [Eustace lived in the little shoot-
ing lodge, nearly two miles from the
manor, in the heart of the beech woods.
The members of the shooting parties
given by his lordship invariably ex-
pressed curiosity on the subject of the
new keeper. To inquirles the Marquis
made answer that he knew nothing of
the young man exocept that he was the
best game-keeper he ever had on his
preserves. MNordaunt's manner towards
the ladies and gentlemen who visited
the manor was that of undeviating re-
spect and courtesy. His breeding was
apparent at a glance. The Marquis’
cousin, s healthy country girl of seven-
teen, once remarked in his hearing on
the smallness and whiteness of his hands,
whereupon he blushed deeply and movod
out of sight.

Time and again the Marquis besought
his keeper, to whom he had taken a
great liking (for which Mordaunv's abil-
ities o8 a sportsman were perhaps par-
tislly responsible), to quit hix menial
position and become his private secre-
tary. The American's invariable reply
was that be liked his position and
would keep it as long as his lordship
allowed him to do so.

Then came & tragic night. Poachers
were abroad and the Marquis of Sans-
downe, returning late at night through
his grounds from a neighbor’s, tried to
capture two of them single-handed. He
was folled to the ground with a bludg-
eon and might have perished then and
there had not Eustace Mordaunt came
stalking through the moonlit glade
with his fowling-plece over his shoul-
der. One poacher fled. The other, as
he stood over the prostrate Marquis,
proparing to strike another blow, re-
ceived acharge of bird shot in the thigh.
He responded with a pistol shot that
stretched the American on the dewy
sward, and then limped away.

It was six weeks before Eustace laft
his bed. During his period of captivity
the Marquis' cousin, the blue-eyed lady
Edith, trotted down to the lodge
every day with some delicacy to tempt
his palaste. The Marquis was not
jealous. Perhaps he rightfully in-
torpreted her charity as gratitude for
his own salvation. Whén Eustace be-
gan to prowl about thegrounds again,
pale and thin, work was out of the
question. When his employer asked
him one day if there was any thing he
wished for he blushed and hesitated.

“What is it, man? Speak out,” said
the Englishman, heartily.

“While I am idle all day,” snswered
the American, ‘Ishould like to have a
piano down at the lodge, if your lord-
ship would permit me to send to Lon-
don for it”

The Marquis raised his eyebrows in
astonishment.

“You are a musician as well as a gen-
tloman, then,” sald he.

“Only an amateur,” responded Eus-

manor. The game-keeper was stubbora
on this point. He knew his plaoce, he
sald, and would keep it
Sometimes, bowever, the Marquis and
bhis eousin would stop in their moon-
light walks under the eccentric keeper's
window and listen to the songs that
were carolled out into the frosty night
The Christmas season drew on and
there was a typical English house party
up at the mwanor. There were noble-
men and their familles from distant
countles, statesmen from London and
some foreigners of note, including an
American besuty or two who had lately
realized the ambition of their lives by
being presented ai court. For a week
all was light, laughter and gayety.
With Christmas eve came frost—hard,
honest frost, that covered the cute lit-
tle artificial lake in the woods with
three solid inches of ice. A moonlight
skating party was a delicious novelty,
and every guest at the manor was de-
lighted at their host's proposal to have
one. For four hours the ghostly figures,
—the ladies well clad in furs—glided
over the surface, and then the ice was
deserted and host and guest started
homeward over the frozen turf
Very ghostly looked the froat-laden
hranches in the moonlight It lacked
two minutes of midnight when the
party of pedestrians stopped, thunder
struck. Outof the silence came ringing
the notes of a superb tenor. Thesound
seemed to spring out of the trees. Like
s bugle eall they rang forth, loud, clear
and sweet. The wayfarers were under
the windows of the keeper's lodge.
Thelr footfalls made no sound on the
frozen sod, and all stayed to listen.
The singer was in the midst of the im-
perishable Cantique de Noel:
“ He it was who taught us 1o love one another;
His word is law and His gospel is pence,
Chains shall Ho break; tho slave s our
brother,
And st His word all oppression shall conse,
Fall on your knees !
Now hear the Heavenly volcea!

0! Night Divine!
0! Night when Christ was born!™

As the last wonderful notes—that
same B flat was among them—went ed-
dying forth, the singer left the piano
and came to the window. As he stood
there for an instant the watchers below
saw a tall young man whose pale face
looked wan and emaciated in the flood
of moonlight leaning against the case-
ment. And at that instant one of the
American Beauties dropped her tiny
skates to the ground with a clatter,
gasping out: “Eustace! Eustace!”

The game-keeper leaned over the sill
and peered down at the faces below.
Then he straightened himselfl up and
closed the window with a bang,

“Lord BSandsdowne, who is that?"
demanded a certain American Beauty,
rushing impetuously up to the Marquis,
who was looking rather dazed, with his
cousin Edith on hisarm.

“That's my keeper,
responded, stupldly, “What—"

But the American Beauty's mamma
grabbed her by the arm and led her
awuy. Her father assisted in the
process, whistiing a popular American
ditty the while in an abstracted sort of
way. *You little ninny,” admonished
the American Beauty's mamma, as she
led her hali-fainting offspring on
toward the manor, *do you want to ruip
your chances with the Marquis?”

CHAPTER IIL

The Marquis of Sansdowne was seated
in his library the following morning,
smoking a very democratic short olay
pipe, when his assistant pame-keeper
entered. The young man was very
pale. He wore his long ulster and car-
rhll.l!pllu_h?kh band. *Your lord-
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“I AM GOING AWAY AT ONCE.™

ship,” he said, “I wish to resign. I
am golng away at once.”

For asnswer the Marguis arose,
grasped both his visitor’s hands, looked
him stralght in the eyes and emitted a
leonine roar of langhter. Then he ab-
ruptly left the room.

In about tem seconds Mildred Van
Arman entered, looking very stern, but
with ber hasel eyes a~twinkle.

Five minutes later Eustace told
her of his overhearing the 1 words
that proved t0 him her inconstancy.
When her laughter had subsided she
ejaculated with much difficulty: 0,
you prince of all stupids! when you
overheard me I was walting for you.
You Asard me talking to my parret/™

At that Instant the Christmas chimes
from the village church a mile away
rang out like mad. And so it came to
pass that ons American heiress was lost
to the European aristooracy.

Hamown R

—A fond father said to his three-year-
old boy the other day: “Well, Willie,
what are you 0 give me at

John Brett," he

|
|

:

1 boaok a little and his broad chest ox-1

THE NOBLE RED WMAN.

A Reported Usttle Betwsen the Hastiles
and Troops—Partioulars of the Killing «§
Sltting Hull

Dexves, Col, Des 17.—A Nows cou-
rier from a camp near Daly's ranch has
the following from Rapid City. Dak.:
“A ranchber just arrived in great haste
to our commanding officer roports a
command of cavalry attacked and two
officers and fifty wen killed, but the
Judisns were repulsed with heavy
losses. The number of Indians killed
is not known. The Indians were put to
roat. This report ia probably correct
It is not known whose command it was

THE KILLING OF SITTING BULL

Sraxping Rook Acexcy, 8. D, Dea
17.—"God Almighty made me Geod
Almighty did not make me an agency
Indian, snd I'll fight and die fighting
before any white man can make me an
agency Indian.” This is the declara-
tion made by Sitting Bull to General
Miles, and the detalled reports of the
medicine man's fight give to the de-
claration the full foree of a prophecy.

That the Government authorities pre-
ferred the death of the savage to his
capture whole skinned few persons here,
Indian or white, have a doubt. It was
felt that Sitiing Bull's presence any-
where behind iron bars would be the
cause of endless troubles, while, should
he fall & vietim to the Winchester, the
thousands of Messiah crazed ghost dan-
cers would rudely realizo that his “‘med-
icine,"” which was to make them bullet
proof and yet could not save so great an
oracle, must be worthless

The expedition which started from
this agency for Bitting Dull's lonely
camp, forty miles distant, to take him
dead or alive, was, there is every reason
to believe, a carefully planned military
maneuver, originating with Geperal
‘Miles, sanetioned in the War Depart-
ment st Washington and suthorized be-
fore President Harrison's Cabinet
When General Miles left Chicago the
expedition which bad beem undér prép-
paration at Fort Yates was also ready
tomove, Almostatthe moment thatGen-
eral Miles' car left for the Northwest, the
members of the little command bere
took their departure toward the camp of
Sitting Bull on the banks of the Grand
river. The band was led by Bitting
Bull's own blood, and was superbly
mounted and accoutred.

Close behind the b ue coated Indian
horsumen's hardy ponies, but taking &
slower pace on the frozen trall, went
Captain Fechet's cavalry command, who
were incumbered with two machine
guns. To the rear of Fechet's cavalry
was the infantry command of Colonel
Drum.

The distance and the capabilities of
the troops to withstand the fatigues of
such a journey bad been figured out to
a nicety and when the first faint light

of dawn appeared the expedition was .

'within easy distance of its destination.

The broken order of triple separation of
forces had been carefully preserved and
the Indian police were the first to sight
the cluster of tepees on the river bank.
Despite the early hour all was astir in
the village, where, on every bhand,
was evidence that a hurr.ed exodus was
contemplated. The ponles of the
police were pushed mow for all they
were worth, and before Sitting Bull's
adherents had balf a chance to realize
the sitoation a dozen of the police had
pulled their panting animals up short
on all sides of the chiefl's abode and he
was hustled out, holsted on s waiting
pony and in a trice faced toward civiliza-
tion. He raged and sputtered for a mo= -
ment, then straightening up shouted
hoarsely & command to his followers
Despite the threatening of the police
Winchesters, alternately directed st his
head and those of his kinsmen, he re-
tained his presence of mind and with
poweriul voice continued to direct his
OWn rescus.

Suddenly there was a puff of smoke
beside a tepee and the sharp orsck of &
Winchester. The poliseman at Sitting
Bull's right grasping the chief's bridle,
recled in the saddle and toppling over
was trampled under the hoofs of the
ponies now all in the mad retreat from
the village.

The shot was instantly answered by &
volley from the police at their blank-
oted tribesmen, many of whom were al-
ready mounted and in frenzied pursuit.
The police volley told with deadlyef-
foot and the firing in & moment was
general on both sides.

Sitting Bull could be heard fiTHE

confusion still attempting, though cap~
tive, to direct the fight Raising his
gaunt form he was beckoning his som
and warriors on, when, whithout warn-
ing, his body straightened rigidly sod
then dropped limp on the bard prairie.

The police halted round the corpsa,
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